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STANZAS. 



I. 

THERE is a joyous spirit on the wing, 
That hovers round me wheresoe'er I go ; 
That o'er my path will oft a radiance fling, 
And on my heart its happy influence throw. 
Bid me with smiles its cheering presence know, 
And all the generous blessings fully prove 
Which from its angel ministerings flow : 
It is the spirit of unfading Love, 
That thus unwearied floats around, below, above ! 



11. 

No bounds can limit and no place confine 
Th' etherial dwelling of this child of light, 
Whose holy comforts ev'n through darkness shine. 
And pierce the clouds that veil the mental sight. 
When earthly things are wrapped in hues of night ; 
And now this sweet companion makes a home, 
A home of rest for me, that seemeth bright. 
Although my footsteps far away have come 
From thee, my early friend ! in distant lands to roam ! 
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in. 



For it is Home where'er the soul finds rest 
The most congenial to its pure desires, 
Where it can dwell on what it loves the best, 
God, Nature, Friendship ; whence it oft aspires 
To fan the embers of those latent fires. 
The emblems of the Deity within. 
That slumber in the breast, and thus retires 
To seek those joys that can our nature win 
Awhile to heavenly hope, freed from all care and sin 1 



IV. 



My home is with the beautiful 1 The hills, 
That wrap me in their wild and vast embrace, 
Speak with a voice that oft with rapture thrills 
My eager spirit, and all Nature's face 
Beams with a smile that fills surrounding space I 
And yet there is one dear and cherished spot. 
Dearer than all, one small and sainted place 
Where thou dost dwell, with one beloved, and not 
For one short moment is that blessed home forgot I 



V. 



And ye shall be companions of my way 
By the bright power of Fancy — ye shall stand 
Beside me, on each soft and beaming day 
That opens o'er me in this classic land ; 
And She, the goddess of the magic wand. 
Shall breathe your words into th' accustomed ear 
That knows their welcome sound, and hand in hand 
We'll tread the flowery earth, together hear 
Songs of sweet melody Italia's sons hold dear. 



VI. 



Land of immortal relics ! Memory holds 
In thee, the place where lofty Pride once stood, 
And o'er thy faded glory Freedom folds 
Her once glad wing, in melancholy mood ; 
And through the sunny and the beaming flood 
Of light, poured from thy warm and deep blue sky. 
And on the balmy breeze that waves thy wood. 
There comes a fitful music, and a sigh. 
The mournful requiem of departed Liberty ! 



VII. 



Yet thou art lovely — while the sunbeams glance, 
Sweetest Maggiore I on thy fairy sea, 
How softly rest upon the calm expanse 
Those isles of beauty, and each tower and tree 
Reflected in thy bosom peacefully 1 
When thus we see thee first, a landscape fair 
Smiling a welcome on the stranger's eye, 
A glittering garment dost thou seem to wear. 
And freedom, hope, and joy float in thy sunny air ! 



VIII. 

I saw thee by the radiant light of eve, 
And by the blushing morning's rosy glow. 
When the bright stars their azure dwellings leave. 
And on thy waves their last fond glances throw ; 
Whilst, herald of the Sun, majestic, slow. 
Young Venus rose, and through the cloudless heaven 
Serenely soaring, lit the lake below 
With pure and softened rays, like hope when given 
To soothe the weary heart that long with grief hath 
striven. 



IX. 



Oh calm and peaceful is the holy hour 
While Silence yet her gentle vigil keeps, 
And Beauty, resting in her own fair bower, 
Veiled, yet not hid, in tranquil sweetness sleeps ; 
Ere Day, appearing on the mountain steeps. 
Flings o'er the scene a pure celestial smile. 
And steals the tears that Nature kindly weeps 
In the still gloom of night, when to beguile 
The darkened hours, she sheds her grateful dews the 
while! 



X. 



Where are the stormy passions that may bum. 
In the wild soul, 'mid such a deep repose ? 
What thoughts may start from that o'erflowing urn 
Save those that joy may* touch, or virtue knows ? 
Yet oft, alas I this blessed influence throws 
Its airy mantle o'er the clouded mind 
That blindly heeds it not, and onward goes 
Towards the false lights that flicker in the wind 
Of the world's blighting breath, and rest shall never 
find. 
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XI. 



My friend beloved ! oh I may thy soul be pure. 
Steadfast and bright as that unerring star, 
Firm, when the smile of pleasure would allure. 
And joyous as Hope's finger points afar I 
Rising superior to the paltry war 
Of worldly strife, where the young bloom is brushed 
From off the ripening mind, where tempters are, 
Who, waiting till each warning voice is hushed. 
Betray to woe, and then smile on the heart they 
crushed. 



XII. 



But fare ye well, scenes of " low-thoughted care !" 
To Arno's laughing vale I bend my way ! 
Where it would seem as though celestial air 
Were floating o'er her bosom, soft and gay ; 
And where entranced th' unguided feet may stray 
And find fresh beauty, and the eye may roam 
And rest on new delights, and the lips pay 
Admiring tribute to that verdant home. 
Where the sweet flowers are nursed beneath yon azure 
dome ! 



XIII. 

And like the queen of all this green domain, 
Fair Florence rises with her shining towers ; 
And there enshrined, her palaces contain 
Those gems of beauty in their sacred bowers ; 
Where sped on rapid wing the noiseless hours, 
While wandering mid the soft enchanting throng, 
I first with joy beheld^ Art's magic powers. 
And gazed with kindling eye, delighted, long, 
With thoughts too deep for words, that mock my feeble 
song. 



XIV. 

Yes I Art and Nature claim their fairest child 
In thee, thou rich and radiant Italy I 
Who lookest up with face serene and mild, 
And seest above the pure and lucid sky ! 
Clothed in light garments of celestial dye 
Thy graceful form appears, and Art doth lend 
Her treasures to adorn and beautify 
The favourite of Nature, and doth send 
Her willing votaries at thy classic shrine to bend ! 
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XV. 



Bright are the youthful flowers that gem thy sod, 
When Spring's warm breath floats on the balmy air, 
In the deserted haunts that once were trod 
By sage or monarch, in the days afar ! 
Where the proud war-horse and imperial car 

• Passed o'er the royal city's Sacred Way, 
There Flora scatters still some treasure fair ; 
And the same soft winds with its beauty play, 

That o'er the lofty ruin sigh the gloom away. 



XVI. 

Time hath not yet subdued thee, peerless Rome ! 
Thy phantom spirit mocks his warning hand. 
And wanders yet within its ancient home ; 
Voice of the Past I that echoes through the land, 
Yet holds no more its tone of high command ; 
But moumfuUy it sings of glories past. 
That clothed the lonely spot where now we stand 
Beneath the shade by antique temple cast. 
Or mid decaying palaces the wild and vast I 
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XVII. 

Though thou art fallen, from thy ruins rise 
Forms of divinest mould, and the bright beam 
Of glorious Art, before our wondering eyes 
Pours its glad rays of light in richest stream, 
That, gathering round one sunny centre, seem 
To meet and melt in beauty — on thy brow 
They rest, Apollo I till we almost deem 
Th' immortal soul has found its home below, 
And caught by earthly magic, dwells in marble now ! 



XVIII. 

When gleams the torchlight on thy glorious form. 
It lives, it breathes, with sudden life inspired. 
While bathed in that refulgence, rich and warm. 
With fresher strength the glowing limbs are fired. 
In all their naked majesty attired — 
The majesty of Nature, whose pure light 
Guided the sculptor, and his touch inspired — 
Nature ! how rarely felt or read aright — 
Model that gives to Art all that is true and bright ! 
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XIX. 

There is within the soul a hidden spring 
That owns the touch of an awakening power. 
When kindred spirits on their viewless wing 
Stir its clear depths in some enchanted hour, 
And o'er the sUence silvery voices pour ; 
Wakening alone those chords that deeply dwell 
And trembling wait within their secret bowers, 
Listening for that sweet call they know so weU, 
That bids them thrill with joy no earthly tongue can 
teU. 



XX. 



It is the sense of beauty, which can fiU 
The mind with this clear music of its own ; 
And while I gazed on thee, Apollo ! stiU 
New tones into that melody were thrown ; 
For thou art beautiful, and not alone 
That night I stood before thee, — one was there 
Who thought of thee, and felt, as I have done. 
One from whose genius flow creations fair 
As those of Grecian chisel, exquisite and rare I 
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XXI. 

And ye are gone, ye brief and beaming days I 
Fled like the sunlight from some beauteous scene. 
That o'er the landscape for a moment plays. 
Then leaves to gloom the spot which we had seen 
Bathed in calm radiance, as the Past hath been I 
Oh that those joys which Memory's touch endears 
Were ours again I though by her light serene 
More grief than gladness in her page appears. 
And all that once was ours is darkened by her tears ! 



XXII. 

All we have won, and lost — Affection deep 
Severed on earth, or parted far beyond 
The home of its beloved ones — they may keep 
Our image in a heart that, true and fond. 
Still to our own with fervour may respond — 
But where, oh where is now the glance that flew 
To meet our own, the gentle eye that conned 
With ours th' absorbing page, the arm that threw 
Its dear embrace around us, ever warm and true ; 
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XXIII. 

True to the impulse of a tender love, 
That rushes onward with a boundless tide, 
And, linked by purity to heaven above, 
Cannot with blame, or fear, or strife, abide ; 
But with a faithful virtue by its side, 
Would not within its chaste and lucid soul 
One quick and eloquent emotion hide ; 
And, forming in itself one perfect whole, 
Blends with its fervent sympathies, its calm control. 



XXIV. 

Such love was ours, and such is ours no more ; 
And thou and I, beloved one, onward move 
Not side by side, along Life's dreary shore 
Marked by the waves of Time, nor do we prove 
The fond companionship of bright-eyed Love 
In visible communion, yet thou art 
The resting place to which my thoughts may rove. 
And thou art with me (whence we never part). 
In spirit, in the depths of an unchanging heart ! 
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XXV. 

I think of thee when beams the morning bright 
That erst beguiled us to the glittering mead, 
With the young steps of childhood free and light, 
That follow where wild Hope and Fancy lead — 
I think of thee when in the skies I read . 
Nature's sweet evening lessons, how we stood 
To watch the sun sink on his ocean bed, 
And trace with raptured eye th' illumined flood 
Pouring its golden stream across our favourite wood. 



XXVI. 

I think of thee with deeper holier thought, 
In the calm night, and in the hour of prayer. 
When blessings on the loved of earth are sought 
(For doubt and passion cannot enter there. 
And the soul breathes awhile a purer air). 
When the immortal hopes shine clear o'er me. 
And chase the gloom fi'om every worldly care, 
Then mingling with their light thy form I see. 
Then with a silent earnestness I think of thee I 
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XXVII. 

And now I come I the balmy gales of spring 
Waft fragrant odours o'er the beauteous Sea ; 
Visions of home and thy dear smile they bring, 
And vain regrets and clouds of darkness flee — 
The deep blue waters bear me on to thee ! 
Oh joyous spring ! we hail thy cheering smile, 
Thy wide-spread mantle flung o'er hill and tree, 
And sweetly does thy gladdening bloom beguile 
The wanderer home again, back to his northern isle. 



XXVIII. 

And still " the spirit of unfading Love," 
The true and changeless friend, goes with me there, 
Although the shadowy clouds that flit above 
The clustering woods of England, green and fair. 
Bear a soft sigh upon their cooler air. 
Heaved by that " child of light" for the bright land 
Left and regretted, yet a grateful prayer 
Rises to One on high, whose tender hand 
Has linked again on earth a loved and parted band. 
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THE APPEAL OF "THE WOUNDED 

AMAZON*." 

And hast thou wounded me ? ev'n thou, whose fame 

To the admu*mg world I would proclaim ! 

Has thy hand pierced the limb so white and pure, 

That ever stood in battle firm and sure ? 

Ah ! canst thou look on me, and yet command 

That thus for ever doomed to pain I stand ? 

Mark the glad vigour of my perfect form. 

That bends in graceful ease, or braves the storm, 

That fain would now pursue the wild career, 

And pants to draw the bow, or hurl the spear ! 

My fair companions onward speed their way, 

I hear a lingering voice, " Away, away !" 

And I would spring to join the glittering band, 

Yet fail, arrested by thy magic hand. 

Art thou relentless ? — then my task shall be 
With gentle patience thus to yield to thee, 

• A statue by Gibson, executed for the Marquess of Westminster. 
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With generous love declare thy matchless sldll, 
And with thy praise the future ages fill : 
Genius has stamped upon my shining brow 
. The light of beauty, and I bear it now 
Unfading and triumphant I — Though the wound 
To one sad spot my fixed regard has bound, 
Still shall the Amazon unconquered be, 
And proudly claim the laurel wreath for thee I 
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LINES ON THORWALDSEN'S STATUE 

OF CHRIST. 

Majestic statue ! whose divine repose 
And simple grandeur, dignity and grace, 
Stand all alone amid the beauteous forms 
That grow beneath the master hand of Art ! 
Thine is immortal beauty — on thy brow 
Sits the benignant calm of heavenly love, 
And raised in conscious power, th' extended arms 
Are in the act of blessing — ^from thy Hps 
The words of truth and mercy seem to flow 1 
Bold was the hand that sought to mould the form 
Of the divine Redeemer, of that face 
Where beamed the light serene of holy thought. 
And tinge of earthly passion never dwelt I 
Well is the task performed, the sculptor's touch 
Has proved its perfect power, the sculptor's mind 
Has breathed into his work an air of heaven. 
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THE LAKE OF THE FOUR CANTONS. 

Bright lake 1 thoti mirror of the sunny sky. 
Mountains 1 that lift your snowy heads on high, 
VaUeys ! that smile below so calm and sweet, 
Luring to soft repose the wanderer's feet. 

Serenely spread beneath the gazer's eye, 
In rich display your mingled beauties lie ; 
The same that once beneath th' oppressor's sway 
Witnessed the dawning of a brighter day ; 

When patriot footsteps trod your verdant sod. 
And patriot hands were lifted to their God ; 
And patriot hearts burned to release the land. 
And urged to firm resolve the Griitli band. 

O'er the still surface of yon calm expanse. 
Where on the rippUng waves the sunbeams dance. 
The human spirit bore its load of woe. 
And dark revenge against a hated foe. 

And now those waters sparkle on the oar. 
Plied by free hand with happy heart, once more ; 
Those verdant valleys smile upon the eye. 
Trod by th' elastic foot of Liberty I 
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ON THE DEATH OF A ROMAN COUNTESS. 

Enter the church — a solemn sight is there ! 
Soft be thy footstep — holy is the air ! 
Mark on yon bier the lovely form that lies 
Serene in death, calm as the cloudless skies I 

A faded flower, ere yet it fuUy bloomed, 
A blighted spirit, in its morning doomed 
To cold despair and death, whose sudden dart 
Pierced with unerring aim that broken heart. 

And wouldst thou know the sad and touching tale, 
The fate of her whom many hearts bewail ? 
Wouldst thou inquire by whom the blow was given. 
That sent the angel spirit home to heaven ? 

'Twas he ! 'twas he ! — the fiend in human guise 
Who sought her love, and won those sunny eyes 
To turn on him with fond and trusting gaze. 
And drew her onward through the flowery maze, 

Till all her young affections centred there. 
And Love had chained for aye that bosom fair. 
And she had yielded to its thrilling power, 
And owned its soft dominion, hour by hour. 
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Yes* I she, the gentle one, thought not of woe 
Till he had left her, far away to go ; 
And then she turned into a calm retreat, 
Waiting in hope his dear return to greet. 

But ah ! he came not I to her trembling hands 
Was given a letter, and entranced she stands — 
It is not his— oh no, it could not be 
That he her love disdains, and sets her free I 

She spumed the base conception ; in her breast 
Dwelt Truth and Innocence in placid rest; 
Too pure to think of evil, and too fond, 
She loved him, and she dared not look beyond. 

In vain the struggle — o'er her sinking soul 

The bitter certainty like poison stole; 

Upon her marble cheek no tear was shed. 

In speechless grief was bowed that beauteous head. 

The holy sisters strove with tender cares 
To soothe her spirit by their gentle prayers ; 
'Twas all in vain ; the broken heart defied 
All earthly healing, and the maiden died 1 
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TO THE SOUL. 

The immortal Soul ! 

Where is its dwelling place ? 

Where doth it find a rest 

In the wide fields of space ? 
That ever-burning lamp of light and love 
Lit by Onmipotence in realms above ! 

The immortal Soul I 

It dwelleth every where ! 

Its brightest light is shed 

Upon the hour of prayer ; 
Unseen yet beautiful, we feel it nigh, 
The spark of heavenly fire that cannot die. 

The immortal Soul ! 
We catch its radiant gleam. 
In the sweet eyes that throw 
On ours their tender beam ; 
And in their glance, its clear and magic spell 
A moment pauses, in those depths to dwell. 
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The immortal Soul ! 

It is the child of heaven ; 

A pure and blessed life 

Unto our keeping given : 
Life within life — the deathless and the free, 
The link that binds us to eternity ! 
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A DREAM OF PSYCHE. 

Lulled by the winds that through the leafy shade 
With gentle murmurs and wild graces played, 
I slept, and, guided by mysterious beams, 
My spirit wandered in the " land of dreams." 

Bright fairy land ! touched with life's sparkUng hue, 
How clear and swift your visioned fancy flew ! 
Yet while your scenes in airy light were told, 
Kind memory traced them with her pen of gold : 

Around my pathway bloom'd unnumbered flowers. 
Their leaves still gUttering with the amber showers, 
Their bed, a turf where Love would choose to lie. 
Their lofty canopy, the purple sky. 

On a young rose, that blush'd beneath the kiss. 
Hung a fair butterfly in transient bUss, 
While the sweet odours from the floweret's breast 
Wrapped her, awhile entranced, in balmy rest. 
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I gazed, and lo ! the glittering wings expand 
And softly close ; and now my eager hand 
Is raised to make that beauteous thing my own, 
But quick as light, its airy form had flown ; 

And far above my reach it hovered high, 
And floated in the still and ambient sky ; 
While thus a voice, in accents " silvery clear," 
Fell like sweet music on my listening ear : 

My love, I seek thee I 

O'er the earth I roam. 

To find my lost one. 

And to find my home. 
My love, where art thou ? on what distant shore 
Dwells the bright spirit that is mine no more ? 

My love, I seek thee ! 

Shall my panting heart 

From thine for evermore 

Be doomed to part ? 
I come ! oh, where is now thy blest embrace ? 
Where is thy gjmile to light the dreary space ? 

Hushed is the sound I 'tis Psyche's voice that sings, 
Borne by the Zephjrs with the golden wings. 
And lightly resting in their twming arms. 
Behold her, rival of the Queen of Charms ! 
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A pensive shade o'er her bright beauty threw 
A drooping grace, and a diviner hue 
Than aught that in these lower reahns has birth, 
Than aught that numbers with the things of earth. 

Now paused the radiant group — the trembling sound 
Of Zephyr's wing was still, and all around 
Breathed of repose — when from its place on high. 
With noiseless flight, descends the butterfly ; 

And rests upon the lovely bending head 
Of her from whom joy's sunny light had fled. 
Of her who sought, and sought in vain below. 
The bliss^ that but in heaven 'twas hers to know. 

Awed and enchanted by her wondrous grace, 
And the sweet sadness of her angel face, 
I knelt before that vision rich and rare. 
The emblem of the soul that rested there. 

But as I sought her lovely form to clasp, 

The vision melted in my powerless grasp — 

'Twas gone 1 'twas mingled with the beaming light ; 

Yet still one token blessed my eager sight, 

And the fair butterfly that soar'd above 

Had found the heavenward path that led to Love. 
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SONNET WRITTEN AT GENEVA. 

When from their chambers cold the first young flowers 

Rise in the paths which Winter lately trod, 

And shed their beauty o'er the lonely hours, 

Ere Sprmg's bright verdure clothes the grassy sod, 

How gladly do we hail their early bloom, 

How soft their fragrance floats upon the air ! 

When Nature all around is wrapt in gloom, 

They seem to us more sweet, and doubly fair : 

So in this foreign land the kindly voice 

Of friendship falls upon the stranger's ear. 

And bids him on his wandering way rejoice — 

E'en like the voice of home, when none is near. 

Lovely Geneva ! in each distant spot. 

Where'er we roam, thou wilt be unforgot. 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO THE PICTURE 

OF A FRIEND. 

E'en when between us rolls the dark blue sea, 
Still shall thy cherished image live with me ! 
Thy friend with faithful touch hath pictured well 
The life and light that in those features dwell. 

Oh happy Power ! at whose charmed command 
The absent and beloved before us stand, 
That gives unto Affection's seeking eye 
The look on which it dwelt in hours gone by I 

Yet but one look — no varying thought can flee 
Across that brow, whilst thus I gaze on thee ; 
And couldst thou speak, yet ah I it is not thou, 
'Tis but thy voiceless presence with me now \ 

I hear no more thy tones— but thy dark eye 
Is eloquent — though somewhat mournfully 
It rests upon my own, and in its gaze 
I read the pensive Ught of other days ! 
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TO NIGHT. 

Night, lovely Night I in thy dark beauty shining. 
Solemn yet bright, from the calm heavens above. 
With thy mysterious influence closer twining, 
Around our hearts, the magic chain of love I 

For deeper in the soul each tender feeling 
Sinks with a thrilling and a boundless power, 
Whilst o'er the sleeping earth thy peace is stealing. 
And Silence broodeth o'er the midnight hour. 

Clear are yon starry orbs that beam above us. 
The gUttering gems that crown thy lofty brow ; 
Yet brighter is the thought of those who love us, 
Beaming upon the grateful spirit now I 

Serene and soft thy gentle air is breathing. 
And woos with floating sighs fair Nature's breast ; 
Yet Memory, with a lighter touch is wreathing 
The joys that in her fairy chambers rest I 
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SONNET ON LEAVING ITALY. 

Beneath the light of thy cerulean sky, 
Fair Italy 1 no more my feet shall stray ; 
Far from thy verdant shores I bend my way, 
And breathe for thee a fond and farewell sigh. 
And count thee with the gems of memory ! 
Oh fragrant land of beauty ! thou hast breathed 
New life into my spirit — thou hast wreathed 
Around .my heart flowers that shall never die. 
Like the brief tMngs of earth, but evermore 
Fed by the sunbeams of remember'd joy, 
A radiance o'er the future hours shall pour. 
That Time can never dim, nor Grief destroy — 
For this I bless thee ! on thy balmy air 
I raise for thee a silent, parting prayer. 



30 



A DREAM OF HOME. 

Oppressed with pain and sorrow's cloud, 
My weary spirit sunk to rest ; 
And through the watches of the night, 
One blessed vision cahned my breast. 

I dreamt that 'mid surrounding gloom, 
Mine eye fell on one radiant star. 
That, beaming with a lustre bright, 
Show'd me a well known spot afar I 

That spot was home — the home where dwells 
One fondly loved, my mother dear — 
Distance and time were all forgot. 
Tranquil I gazed, my home was near. 

And all is peace ! I fear no more ! 
No more with longing heart I pine 
To tread again my own fair land. 
And " clasp that gentle hand in mine !" 



31 

But soon 'twas past — ay, like the smile 
Of childhood's young and happy day, 
It fled, yet left memorial sweet, 
A lingering and a farewell ray. 

Fain would I deem some angel form, 
Bright as that star, doth watch o^er thee, 
And comes with its mysterious power 
In nightly dreams to speak to me, 

And calm each troubled thought, and tell 
Of the blest Home beyond the skies ; 
A star of hope, that from the gloom 
Bids an eternal dawn arise I 
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A PARTING SONG. 

Ah, give me not thy parting kiss, 
Breathe not o'er me thy parting sigh ! 
Heed not my sad and tearful glance. 
The tear that trembles in mine eye I 

I should not hear thy last adieu — 
A chill is creeping o'er my heart, 
And wraps in cold and dreary gloom 
The dreaded hour that bids us part. 

Beloved ! beloved I is thy dear smile 
No more to Ught my darkened sphere ? 
A sunless world, a starless sky, 
Unless thine image shineth there I 

Speak not of memory ! she may brmg 
Son^e phantom joys, like faded flowers 
That mock the warm and glowing tints 
Which deck'd them in their early bowers. 
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• 

Speak not of Hope I her angel form, 
Shrouded in sorrow, turns away — 
I hear no more her gladdening words, 
I feel no more her genial ray I 

Ah, through the future's cheerless hours, 
For thee my longing soul shall pine. 
And wing its way amid the gloom. 
All desolate, to seek for thine. 

I leave thee — and a veil of night 
Is falling o'er life's weary way ; 
Thy hand alone can lift the veil. 
Thy smile alone can Ught the way ! 



D 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

Good night, my love 1 
May gentle slumbers and calm dreams be thine, 
And peace around thy couch for ever shine, 

And bless thy rest I 

Distant thou art I 
Thou canst not hear the prayer I breathe for thee. 
Thou canst not smile thine own good night to me 

From those sweet eyes I 

Thy graceful fonn . 
Bends not o'er me in fond and dear embrace^ 
And others now gaze on thine angel face. 

And call thee theirs. 

And yet I know 
Thy spirit turns to meet me from afar ; 
True as the needle to its polar star. 

Thou art to me. 
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And angels bear 
The whisperings of thy thoughtful heart to mine, 
While thus I pour an offering at thy shrine, 

My spirit's queen I 

Oh wordless joy 1 
To feel that thou art mine, in thy deep soul, 
That while the changing years and ages roll 

Still thou art mine ! 

For faithful love 
No time, nor grief, nor mortal death can sever ; 
Born for eternity, it dwells for ever 

In blissful home. 

Is it not so ? 
I catch thy answering tone of sympathy ! 
I feel thy fragrant breathings steal o'er me 

With kindred joy. 

Good night, my love — 
May cherubs lull thee to serenest sleep. 
And o'er thy rosy rest their vigils keep — 

Good night, my love I 
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THE VOICES OF NATURE. 

The morning breeze swept by — it sang of God, 
And its wild music owned a power divine ; 
The opening flower breathed forth a voice of praise 
To Him who formed it, beautiful and bright ; 
The glorious Sun, throughout his radiant path, 
Of the Almighty told, in words of light ; 
Mild Evening, veiled in shadows, gently came 
And hjrmned in accents sweet the God of Love, 
And Night, in all her deep and dark repose, 
Echoed the name of God from star to star! 
And these are Nature's voices — at her shrine 
I bend with listening ear, to catch each strain 
That in the full, rejoicing chorus blends. 
It steals upon my heart — an echo there 
Tells of mysterious sympathy, and bids 
That all its chords attuned to harmony 
Should thrill responsive ; for the link that binds 
Nature and man, is the Creator, God ! 
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WINTER AND SPRING. 



SPRING* 



I'm coming 1 Vm coming I the glorious Sun 
Tells that my struggle with Winter is won I 

WINTER, 

Home again I home again I to thy bright bowers ! 
This is no time for thy sunshine and showers. 

SPRING. 

The flowers are calling me from the green sod, 

To breathe on the sceneswhere thy footsteps have trod ; 

I hear their light voices in harmony say, 

" Come, for our presence bids Winter away." 

WINTER. 

Fm not to be startled away by a flower, 

Or by the soft threatenings of one sunny hour ; 

m unsheath my icicles, scatter my snow. 

And bid the cold blast of the north wind to blow ! 
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SPRING. 

I defy thee to rob me of one of my flowers ! 
I mock thy stem glances, and laugh at thy powers ; 
Send thy bright icicles — I'll send my beams, 
And melt them away with my warm sunny gleams. 
Stay not my progress o'er the fair earth, 
I'm coming, to welcome its glorious birth ! 
I will not go home again to my bright bowers, 
Now is the time for my sunshine and showers ! 
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SUMMER AND AUTUMN. 

AUTUMN. 

Fair flowers ! green verdure ! o'er your bright display 
I come to breathe the spirit of decay. 

SUMMER. 

Not so, not so ! Stay yet awhile our doom, 
Touch not our beauty — sigh not o'er our bloom ! 

AUTUMN. 

I will but blend with it a softer hue, 
And sprinkle o'er thy leaves a sUvery dew, 
And throwing o'er thy vest a richer light, 
I'll make thee still more beauteous to the sight. 
Thou canst not live eternal, then, oh why 
Shouldst thou regret so sweet a death to die ? 

SUMMER. 

Away, deceiver ! through thy smile I see 
A lurking tear, befitting such as thee ; 
Beneath thy chaplet rich, a glance so stern, 
That from thy gaze most fearfully I turn. 
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Thy promise fair thou wouldst ere long betray ; 
Soon should I perish by thy hand — away ! 

AUTUMN. 

I will not leave thee — ^here I take my stand. 
O'er thy domain I wave my russet wand ; 
Nought can avail thee — thou wert bom to die, 
Like all things fair and earthly — wherefore sigh ? 

SUMMER. 

Thou hast not conquered yet I before thy rod 
I bend not ; on this bright and verdant sod 
Thousands attend my call ; soon will I raise 
Voices to combat thee, and sound my praise. 
I call you from your home, ye radiant flowers. 
And tuneful birds, I call you from your bowers 1 
All ye who love your guardian Summer, come. 
Unite your powers, and drive th' usurper home ! 

AUTUMN. 

In vain, in vain I mark, on yon fading leaf, 
The token that thy closing reign is brief; 
On yonder flower behold a sparkling tear. 
Autumnal dewdrops on its leaves appear ; 
They are my children now 1 Fair Summer yields, 
She flies the forest and the verdant fields. 



41 



THE VIOLET'S PETITION. 

Here let me rest — I love my home, 
Its quiet shade, its bahny air ; 
And take me not to brighter spots, 
For I should never flourish there 1 

The wintry sky has o'er me lowered, 
The feathery snow has on me laid, 
But safe within my lowly home, 
I neither die, nor droop, nor fade. 

Here let me rest, and seek for those 
Who love to bloom in sunny bowers ; 
And when Spring comes, return to me. 
And all my hoarded sweets are yours ! 



42 



OLD FRIENDS. 

Old friends ! old friends I who are like dear old friends ? 
Till life's last moment we shall love old friends ! 
They speak to us in the familiar voice, 
Whose sound once made our infant hearts rejoice. 

Yes I there is magic in the very tone, 
That lingers with us when old friends are gone ; 
And there is peace shed from the kindly heart. 
That hovers round us when old friends depart. 

New friends may fail us, as new hopes betray. 
Like passing sunbeams of an April day ; 
But dear old friends that blest our childhood's years, 
They can partake our joy, and share our tears. 

We greet with gladness our old friends of earth, 
We know their faithful love, their gentle worth ; 
We trust them with affection's ready faith 
Through all our passing years, and unto death. 

There are old friends who wait for us in heaven, 
To whom, even now, the robes of light are given ; 
And never, never can our hearts forget 
Those who in spirit smile upon us yet ! 
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ON READING OF SLAVERY IN AMERICA. 

Spirit of Freedom I plume thy glittering wing, 
And take thy glorious path o'er land and sea — 
Bear from these shores a thrilling voice to wake 
Ck>lumbia from her sad and awful dream I 
She sleeps-wrapped in the arms of sin and fear, 
Th' immortal spirit dies within her breast ; 
Oh haste thee, haste thee I call upon her name. 
And pluck her from the brink of shame and woe. 
Spirit of Freedom 1 guided by thy God, 
Pour o'er the hearts of men thy kindling fire, 
Sluminate the darkened path they tread, 
And rend the veil that hides the light of truth ! 
0*er the wide land that once invoked thy sway. 
We hear a plaintive cry ; and dark disgrace 
Rests on the soil where noble hearts have bled 
For liberty and virtue. Bitter tears 
We weep for the poor slave, where'er he dwells, 
On India's burning plains, or Afric's shores ; 
But thou, Columbia 1 in thy youthful strength, 
Baptized to glorious freedom, thou shouldst be 
True to thyself, and with repentant sigh 
Cast off the load of slavery and sin ! 



44 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 



" Thou art not lost — ^thy spirit giveth 
Immortal peace. " 



Joyous being, full of life, 
Hast thou passed the mortal strife ? 
Have thy tones so sweet and gay 
Passed, for ever passed away ? 
Will thy happy smile no more 
Beam upon us as of yore ? 
Art thou taken from our sight. 
To the unseen world of light ? 

Does thy spirit hover near. 
Around the haunts that once were dear, 
That seem without thee dark and cold, 
Where Hope, once bright, her wings doth fold, 
And gravely sits and ponders o'er 
Those joyous paths she'll trace no more ! 
What erst was Hope is Memory now. 
Since Death's cold hand was on thy brow. 
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Ah, while my thoughts do dwell on thee 
Thou seemest still to speak to me, 
And holy, pure, and tranquil are 
The gentle tones that float afar : 

*' Death hath no more dominion ! Now I tread 
The glorious mansions Jesus hath prepared 
For them that love Him — in my blissful home 
I tai^te immortal joy — my soul informed 
With new intelligence, fettered no more 
By mortal darkness, gazes on the things 
Belonging to the spirit ; clear and pure 
Th' eternal fountain gushes from its source 
Beside the throne of God, the blessed stream 
Of Uving water, whence my soul may drink 
Deep draughts of knowledge and of inward light ! 
Yet here, even here, amid the joy of heaven, 
Those loved and left on earth are unforgot ; 
The dear affections that our God hath given 
To bless our lot whUe yet we dwell below, 
Still live, though changed; no trouble mingles now, 
No care, no pain, with the long love of years I 
All of the past hath vanished from my heart, 
Save what was holy, undeiSled, and true. 
I meet my brother in his evening prayer, 
My spirit floats unseen around him then, 
Calls up blest memories, and whispers hope, 
The hope that faileth not, but gathers all 
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Its treasure from th' unerring word of God. 
Gently I lead his anxious faith on high, 
To a sure resting place, where grief and pain 
All melt away before the voice of prayer. 
I bid him weep not o'er the faded years 
Of earth's communion, but in silent hours 
Of holy thought to knit the unbroken bands 
Th^it bound his heart to mine, more closely still, 
With sacred hopes, and a diviner love. 
I see my mother — and her * eye of faith,' 
Brightening as' nearer heaven she onward draws, 
Can add unto my soul another joy. 
Amid the glories that surround me now. 
Call me not back to earth I The strife is past. 
The victory won. With God for evermore 
And the redeemed I dwell. Oh, seek to come 
And meet me here. Do all his righteous will ; 
' Forgetting things behind,' press on to heaven !" 
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VERSES. 

I BADE my spirit wander forth 

All joyless and alone ; 
I bade it not come back to me 

Till something was its own ; 
Its own to love, its own to keep, 

Its own for evermore — 
O'er which to smile, to watch, to weep, 

Till it should weep no more. 

My spirit has returned to me- 
lt wandered far and lone ; 

But found no spot on which to rest, 
No thing to call its own ! 

The holy calm of sympathy 
Smiled not upon its way. 

But strange and fitful melody 
Around it seemed to say : 
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Oh seek not here, immortal soul, 

To rest th' aspiring wing— 
The wandering gleams of eartMy joy 

May yet their radiance fling — 
But heaven above must be thy rest, 

Its love may be thine own ; 
And to the waveless peace of God 

Still travel on alone ! 
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EVENING. 

Speak in soft whispers ! Evening falls ! 
Her spirit in its silence calls 
To peace and hope, and holy thought, 
And gives the rest the mourner sought. 

Tread lightly on the dewy ground ! 
A balm is falling all around, 
Shedding on earth its cooling shower. 
And on the heart its healing power. 

Gather the loved around ! and now 
Breathe the fond word, the tender vow ; 
For Love throws, Mke the sweetest flowers, 
Its fragrance o'er the evening hours. 

Pure be each thought ! for angels' eyes 
Are beaming from the moonlit skies ; 
Soft be the sigh of earthly love, 
'Tis echoed in the realms above ! 



E 
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THE MroNIGHT MUSIC ON DERWENT- 

WATER*. 

Sounds of celestial melody ! whence came 
Your depth, your beauty, and your wondrous power ? 
Whence came that glorious music ? — From the hills. 
The everlasting hills, which bear aloft 
Nature's high altars to her Maker's praise ! 
Worthy your source, blest Harmony ! that sinks 
So deep into my spirit, and enwraps 
Each sense, each feeling, in a silent joy ! 

Swift o'er the waters fly the bugle notes, 
Received into the mountain's outstretched arms, 
And back return, with a new jtbwer endowed 
To touch, and elevate, and thrill the soul — 
Pealing afar, at last they die away, 
We know not when, nor how — we only feel 
That they are past and gone. Soft silence reigns — 
We dare not, would not, break that holy calm ! 

* The echo of the bugle among the mountains around the lake 
produces a wonderful effect. 
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Yet deep emotion stirs the inward life, 

And thought is busy, and wild Fancy's wand 

Touches with magic tints the beauteous scene, 

And pictures angels in those starry skies. 

Who pause an instant in their airy flight. 

And, poised on golden wing, strike their glad harps 

Responsive to the chords that rung below ! 

Then with a smile, that makes the moonlight seem 

A flood of radiance, they pursue their way, 

" The light air trembling to their passing wings." 

Oh, may the impress of that fleeting time 

Abide with us for ever ! In the midst 

Of the world's discord, those soft sounds shall rise, 

And memory bring back that moonlight gleam, 

And the deep peace that hovered o'er the scene 

Shall brood o'er future hours, and steal away 

Each dark and troubled thought, and deeper love 

And purer homage shall be rendered Him, 

The first Great Cause, who hath made all so fair. 

And breathed into our human souls the power 

To see and to adore him in his works; 

To hear, amid the silent night, his voice. 

To feel his eye of light shine on our hearts. 

Though all around be gloom ; to know his love 

Beams o'er us ever, whether in the scenes 

Of life, and joy, and beauty, or in those 

Of grief and pain, or 'mid the shades of Death. 
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When shall we meet again ? We, who have trod 
The same wild path, and the same verdant sod. 
When shall we meet again ? We, who have been 
On mountain heights together, and have seen. 
In wondrous beauty, spread before the eye 
The far blue waters mingling with the sky 
In the soft distance, and beneath our feet 
The fertile valley smiling, calm and sweet. 
The cottage home, the high and stately tower. 
The haunt of chieftain, and the lady's bower. 
We, who o'er stormy wave with gallant sail 
Have ridden safely in the freshening gale. 
Have skimmed ihe glittering lake with rapid oar, 
And landed gaUy on th' inviting shore. 
Where smile has answered smile, and kindly voice 
Has made each glad and throbbing heart rejoice ! 

In scenes like these, all free from care and pain. 
Say, bright-eyed Hope, when shall we meet again ? 
Speak to us in thy tones so light and gay. 
Chase the sad fear, the fond regret away. 
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Reveal some vision of the years to come, 
And o'er the future spread thy radiant bloom. 
For life is passing, and the hand of change, 
Is ever busy in its ceaseless range ; 
And mortals compassed with the woes of Time 
(Whose solemn music, with its heavy chime, 
Falls cold upon the ear) look up to Thee 
To set the spuit from its prison free. 
To loose the chains that bind us down to earth, 
And soar to regions where thy smiles have birth. 
And yet, what art thou ? but an airy dream. 
Made up of fancies and delights, which seem 
To wear the forms we love — a gleam so bright 
That sometimes bUnds us with its dazzlmg Ught, 
A lovely form, that flits before our way. 
Which we must follow, lead us where it may ! 
Yes ! in thy gardens, mid thy flowers full blown, 
We walk in dreams, and start to find them flown. 

When shall we meet again ? Say, Holy Faith ! 
Whisper of things beyond decay and death, 
Lead with unfaltering step, and steadfast eye, 
To joys that fail not, joys that cannot die ; 
Speak of blest scenes where we may meet again, 
Where beauty, love, and truth eternal reign ! 
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A BIRTHDAY SONG. 

Whether in clouds or sunshine dress'd, 
The early dawn doth break thy rest, 
With love and joy this day shall be 
Arrayed in brightest robes for thee ! 

For angels, hovering round thy way, 
Are guarding this, thy natal day, 
And wreathe with smiles the magic flowers 
With which to crown the coming hours. 

And brightest in that garland fair, 
Love's fragrant rose perfumes the air ; 
Whose full-blown beauty cannot die — 
Whose lasting sweetness cannot fly — 

But ever o'er thy cherished head. 
In gladness are its odours shed, 
By fairy hands, unseen above. 
Who bind for thee this wreath of love. 

Hark ! gentle voices sweetly sound. 
Like music on the air around, 
And speak of joys already given, 
And hopes that rise in peace to heaven. 
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ON READING " A PHYSICAL THEORY OF 

ANOTHER LIFE/' 

Rapturous thought I that o'er the trembling soul 

Rushes with thrilling power, and stirs its depths ; 

Oh heavenly hope, that with the hues of life 

Tinges the pictures of futurity ! 

How blest to dwell upon thee ! to believe 

That in th' eternal world (as yet unknown, 

Save to a fond and pious fancy, fraught 

With the revealings of God's word and works) 

We shall live on for ever ! yes, live on 

Untired, through countless and unfading years, 

Borne on the stream of time into the sea 

Of vast eternity, still flowing on. 

Yet ceasing not — infinitude alike 

Of being, time, and blessed consciousness ! 

Imagination, fed by Faith and Love, 
Pictures the lost ones who are gone before 
To that abode of light and truth and God, 
Quickened to life immortal — knowing now 
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" Even as they are known," and going on 

From strength to strength — their human s]rmpathies 

Not lost, but perfected, and highly raised. 

Yes ! we shall meet again ! meet once again, 

And meet for ever ! I shall gaze upon 

Thy cherished form once more. Father beloved ! 

Oh, shall I see thee as of yore, with smiles 

On those dear lips, whence never, never came 

But loving words for me ? Wilt thou enfold 

Thy child once more within the fond embrace 

That oft encircled her in earthly home ? 

Yes, God will reunite us ! he will give 

Father to child again, and Mend to friend — 

And perfect us, and clothe our human soul 

With the divine, the eternal life of heaven. 
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VERSES ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND ON HER 

MARRIAGE. 

When in the deep and silent night, 

Fond Memory weaves her chain 
Of mingled smiles and tears, and I 

Live in lihe past again — 
Ah, then my spirit turns to thee. 
My early friend, to thee, to thee 1 

I look upon the days long fled. 

When first in childhood's hours 
We trod together life's glad paths, 

And culled its thomless flowers ; 
When all was hope and warm delight, 
A fairy land of love and light. 

And then affection deeper grew — 

My inmost thoughts were thine, 
And thine were mine, and when we prayed. 

We knelt at the same shrine : 
And thou knew'st all I loved on earth. 
And sat'st beside our happy hearth. 
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Ah, yes ! on thee that gentle smile 
Hath beamed in days of yore ; 

To thee that blessed voice hath spoke, 
Whose tones are heard no more ! 

And with the thoughts of that dear home, 

Thine image, smiling, seems to come ! 

And now, my friend, thou'rt leaving us. 

Another home to grace — 
And through the changing scenes of life 

Another path to trace — 
Farewell ! farewell ! still sweet will be 
Thoughts of the past, my home, and thee ! 
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TO THE PICTURE OF A BEAUTIFUL CHILD. 

Young angel fled from earth I whose pictured form 

Already seems to wear celestial light. 

As though the early doom awaiting thee 

Had tinged thy loveliness with hues of heaven, — 

How beautiful thou art I The sunny brow 

And the deep speaking eye, th' unconscious grace 

That plays around thee, the angelic smile 

Tell that thou wert a creature far too bright 

To make thy dwelling here, where chilling winds 

Might pierce thy tender heart — where clouds might 

rest 
Upon that gentle head — where tears might dim 
That eye in which celestial glory beams I 
Not long thou blest our world ! among the loved 
And loving, for a few short years thou dwelt. 
In scenes of tranquil beauty, made more sweet 
By thy dear presence, and the God who gave 
Then took thee home — and sheltered in His arms 
Of love eternal, thou hast passed away 
Far from our mortal ken, to light and joy. 
Immortal purity thy heavenly dower I 
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TO THE "AGATHEA CiELESTIS*.*' 

Flower of etherial hue I in earthly scenes 

Of solitude profound, thy blossoms shine, 

So fair that the rapt fancy deemeth thee 

An emblem of the fadeless bloom of heaven ! 

Ah would that of the happy spirits there, 

One, loved and lost, to my lone heart might speak 

In her angelic voice some whispered words I 

My sainted wife I all beauteous as thou wert. 

Oh come I and wipe away the burning tear ! 

Bind up the broken spirit, bid it rise 

And soar from earth, to find its heaven and thee ! 

How dear the hope that tells me thou art nigh, 

My guardian angel while I linger here — 

That ^mid the bhss of thine eternal hfe. 

Thy hand untiring strews my path with bloom 

Such as now greets mine eye, whose lovely hue 

Doth image thee, in changeless beauty clad I 

Therefore I cull this flower, and call it thine, 

Celestial Agatha 1 an offering pure. 

Sacred to thee, I lay it on the shrine 

Of faithful memory, and holy love. 

* A flower, so named by a botanist in memory of his wife. 
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And thou art gone ! far from thy childhood's home 
Thy lonely path in other lands to find ; 
Awhile the trackless ocean field to roam, 
And trust the friendship of the fickle wind. 

Where art thou now ? Upon the crystal wave 
Thy gallant ship is bounding with the breeze, 
Her bird-like wing unfurled the storm to brave, 
" The fearless fondling of the mighty seas !" 

She bears thee on, and now the spicy gales 
Perchance have reached thee from the sunny isle 
To whose luxuriant shores thy vessel sails, 
And o'er whose bloom the tropic sunbeams smile. 

I picture thee when glorious night doth beam 
O'er those fair climes, bending thy thoughtful gaze 
Upon the starlit water, while thy dream 
Is of the past, of bright and blessed days I 

Thy thoughts are far away, thou art again 
With careless childhood in its early glee ; 
And all the hght that gathered round thee then, 
Comes back reflected from those hours to thee. 
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Thou art again among the joyous band, 
The loved and lovely in thy distant home, 
And like sweet music from that father-land 
The echoes of their silvery voices come I 

And these are pleasant memories — they shine 
Upon thy spirit with a calm repose ; 
No deep emotion shades that brow of thine, ' 
And in thy heart no vain regret arose. 

But recollections fonder, deeper far. 
Are crowding on thee in the lonely hour; 
They come like gathering tempests from afar. 
And shake thy firmness with their solemn power. 

And Love and Grief, now struggling in thy breast 
Call forth the bitter tear, the bursting sigh ; 
The clouds that dimmed the brightness of thy rest 
Now on thy soul in gloomy sadness lie. 

Amid external beauty, when the sight 

Is courted by some new and radiant scene. 

Dark fall the shadows o'er the inward light 

Of the fond heart, where sorrow once hath been ! 

And Nature seems to bear no sympathy, 

Save in her stillness, with thy mournful thought ; 

She is rejoicing, but that joy to thee 

No sweet and gladdening influence has brought — 



63 

But does my fancy wrong thee ? — thou mayst be 
Soothed by the loveliness around thee spread, 
And from th' illumined heavens thine eye may see, 
A beam of peace along thy pathway shed. 

Oh be it so I and may thine own beloved 
Whisper celestial comfort in thine ear. 
The lost from earth — to that bright heaven removed. 
Oh be her angel spirit ever near ! 
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HYMN FOR THE SABBATH. 

Oh Thou 1 who gav'st this holy day, 
That bids us pause to think and pray. 
Grant that its sacred hours may be 
Devoted to the soul and Thee I 
And let thy peace from heaven descend, 
And with each pure affection blend. 

While far away from earthly home, 
Wanderers in distant lands we roam. 
Oh be thy presence ever nigh. 
Each dwelling place to sanctify ; 
And guide us by thy hand of love 
Towards our changeless home above. 

Leaning upon thy staff and rod, 

We seek thy promised aid, O God I 

Erring and weak our steps would be. 

Unless supported still by thee. 

And dark our path without the light 

That shines from heaven to cheer our sight. 
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She comes I she comes to share thy blest abode ; 
The heaven-bom Spuit seeks thee, long beloved 1 
Thy call she answers, and thy smile she sees, 
And flies to meet thee in thy heavenly home, 
Thine own for ever 1 where no parting tears 
Dim the pure light of the unclouded eye, 
Thine own for ever 1 through the eternal years 
That bring no change nor sorrow on their flight. 
Yes, there are songs in heaven, and woe on earth ; 
The parted here — the reunited there 1 
A radiance fills the courts of joy above. 
Dark clouds are closing o'er the realms below. 
Shine through the gloom, oh blessed Spirit! give 
Some light to guide us^ and some hope to cheer ; 
Be thou our ministering angel now, 
And take our loved one in thy tender arms. 
And bear her gently to her home of peace. 
And lead her trembling footsteps to her God ! 
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A FAREWELL. 

Farewell, my friend ! how oft will thoughts of thee 
Brightening each scene of beauty, come to me I 
How oft could the winged wishes reach thy home 
From sunny climes afar, I'd bid thee come. 
And share with me again those happy hours. 
We passed with Nature in her summer bowers. 

When evening steals along with gentle sigh. 
Or bathes in sunset tints the western sky. 
Then thou wilt be beside me, as of yore 
Thou wert, in days that shall return no more ; 
And I shall see in morning's rosy smile. 
The glorious hues that light thy favourite isle. 

When Beauty with her purest brightest glow, 
Beams o'er that lovely land to which I go. 
When in my heart all glad emotions rise. 
And on my lips the powerless language dies. 
Then I shall think of thee, and how thine eye 
Would range delighted o'er the earth and sky I 
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Where thou hast been, upon the silent air 

Oft shall I breathe for thee a fervent prayer, 

That thou, and those thou lov'st, may ever be 

Guided in peace along Life's stormy sea, 

Unto the haven of the soul's repose. 

Where calm and bright the stream of gladness flows. 
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THE SONG OF FLORA. 

I COME I I come ! o'er the smiling land, 
And roses fall from my guardian hand, 
Scattering fragrance o'er hill and plain, 
I come to my shining bowers again. 
With garlands fair 
In my golden hair. 
Gemmed with the light 
Of the dew-drop bright, 
I come ! I come I 

Zephyrs are fanning my snowy brow, 
And loving sighs on my bosom throw, 
Aurora weaves for my graceful foi-m 
A web of light from the sunbeam warm. 

With footstep free. 

And melody 

That floats around, 

With a joyous sound 
I come ! I come ! 
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The fairy bells of the drooping flowers 
Are rung to welcome the sunny hours ; 
Whispers that float in the violet shades, 
Silently steal from the lonely glades ; 

And tidings tell 

In the leafy dell, 

That to hail the birth 

Of the flowers of earth, 
I come ! I come ! 

Young Love in his sportive gladness throws 
A deeper blush o'er his darling rose, 
And plays with its laughing beauty, wild 
As wanton winds to the earth beguiled ; 
, While lilies pale 
On the scented gale. 
Fling kisses sweet 
My steps to meet, 
I come ! I come I 

I come, and the songs of joy are heard 
' In bowery woods from each tuneful bird, 
The fountain's clear waters sparkling fly 
Bright with the sunbeam, to dance in the sky. 
While 'mid the bloom 
Of my verdant home. 
With garlands fair 
In my golden hair, 
I come ! I come ! 



70 



Spirit of light and love 1 oh where art thou ? 
'Mid what pure realm of bliss wanderest thou now ? 
Do thine eyes look on me from yonder isky ? 
Is thy dear smile in that bright moon on high ? 

Clouds flit o'er her fair face — not so o'er thine. 
Immortal joy doth in thy features shine ; 
In wind and storm she rides along the heaven, 
Waveless the calm that to thy soul is given I 

Sudden she breaks, in cloudless beauty bright, 
And tells that thou art blest in realms of light ; 
Most happy spirit ! safe with God above, 
Watch us, oh watch us from thy home of love I 

Come in the morning's smile, the midnight's sigh, 
In holiest hours of prayer still be thou nigh. 
Be near us on the golden sky of eve. 
And some blest impress of thy pres^^ce leave ! 
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THE ANSWERING SPIRIT. 

Is there a Spirit that can tell 
The doom of future years ? 

Is there an eye with power to pierce 
The fihn of earthly tears ? 

I pray that Spirit rest on mine. 

That eye with power on me to shine ! 

Is there an arm can raise our feet 
From thorns on which they tread, 

Or lift the veil that evermore 
To bound our path is spread ? 

I pant beyond that veil to see, 

Bright Spirit, come ! and show it me ! 

With throbbing heart I cried, and lo ! 

A Spirit came indeed. 
But not to grant the daring prayer, 

Not its wild hopes to feed. 
With calm and holy power it spoke. 
And thus its solemn accents broke :— 
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" Ask'st thou for power to know the doom 

Thy God has destined thee, 
And seekest thou to rend the gloom 

That hides its light from thee ? 
Oh pause ! for He has given thee all, 
And at his feet repentant fall ! 

The * eye of Faith' is thine to pierce 

The cloud that rests below, 
And Hope is given to guide thy steps 

Where the still waters flow ; 
And Christ has come with words of peace, 
And bids thy troubled murmurs cease." 
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A VISION OF FLOWERS. 

Methought my home was in the bright blue sky, 
And cradled on a fleecy cloud I lay ; 
Sin was not there, nor tears, and aU bright forms, 
Shadowy and soft, moved on the ambient air. 
Making sweet music as they swept along. 
Beneath a graceful arch which towered aloft, 
Wreathed with etherial bloom, appeared to me 
A dazzling group of amaranthine flowers ; 
Tallest amid them all the Lily stood. 
Her slight and bending form, the silvery white 
Of her pure petals, and the downcast glance 
Of her light golden stamens told that she 
Shone forth the chosen bride, queen of the day I 
Whilst thousand flow'rets on the dewy breeze 
Waved their light foliage, and unclosed their bells. 
Above them, floating on their scented breath, 
I saw a fairy form, youthful and fair. 
And scarcely shadowed in the beaming light 
The wavy outline of her shape appeared. 
She was the Spirit of the Flowers, and aU 
Their beauty and their fragrance was in her 
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Blended in one delicious breath of bloom. 

The snowy Roses crowned her spotless brow, 

The starry Jasmine wreathed her flowing robes ; 

And in her small and slender hand she bore 

A crystal urn, filled with the early dew. 

Upborne on air, widi wings as light as those 

That speed young Zephyr to the kiss of Mom, 

She paused awhile, and raised her deep blue eye. 

Which told sweet meaning ere the silvery words 

Fell from her lips, and as she spoke, her Toice 

Rose like clear music on the air serene. 

I am the Spirit of the Flowers— I come 

To those who love me, and who love the light. 

The quenchless light of beauty, and who seek 

To lead their soul's affections to the good. 

The holy, and the pure. From our bright home 

We watched thee while on earth, and marked thine eye 

Seeking the beautiful — ^we bear thee hence 

To scenes more blest than e'er thy footsteps trod ; 

Where we, though frail we seem, for ever dwell 

In bloom immortal, and in light divine ! 

The Angel paused — sudden an amber cloud 

Enwrapt and hid her from my silent gaze ; 

A moment more, and on the verdant turf 

Of our own earth I lay, and knew 'twas but 

A radiant vision, and the fair blue heaven 

Was yet my canopy, and not my home. 
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ON HEARING THE SONG OF A THRUSH IN 

WINTER, 

Sweet bird, how thy wild music's strain 
Recalls me to the Past again ! 
How softly with thy thrilling note, 
The joys of memory round me float ! 

Thou teUest of that early home. 
Where glad and free I loved to roam, 
With one who in those blessed years 
Shared all my smiles, and all my tears. 

When in that home's green woods we heard 
Songs such as thine, thou warbling bird ! 
Each tuneful note found gay reply. 
The young heart's answering melody ! 

Ah, yes t amid those clustering bowers, 
How gaily fled the summer hours ! 
When love untroubled, young and true, 
Shed on our path its glowing hue ! 
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And where is he, whose form beloved 
Around me m those haunts has moved ? 
Far, far away 1 no more I see 
The eyes whose love was light to me. 

Go, tuneful bird ! and with thy strain 
Wake in his heart the past again — 
Recall to him those years gone by, 
Of innocence and purity. 
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A SKETCH. 

Deep silence reigned around — ^no Zephyr stirred 
The bahny air, and Nature's spirit strove 
To cast her influence o'er the human heart 
That fain would bend and worship at her shrine, 
And gather peace. Upon the verdant turf 
Lay one of tender years, bereft on earth 
Of aU that solaced and that blest his life, 
With hope, and gladness, and a calm repose. 
His careless hand wandered amid the flowers, 
As once it played among the shining hair 
Of her who now had left him, and his lips 
Moved as in utterance of caressing words ; 
And then a sudden light glanced o'er his face 
But for a moment, as if some chord, touched 
By a fond memory, had breathed of joy — 
Quickly it faded, and the starting tear 
Told that the passing sunshine mocked the gloom. 
For lonely was his path. In the still night 
None echoed back his sigh : in the bright noon 
No speaking eye met his ; in the sweet eve 
No tender smile, no gentle voice was there, 
No loving spuit hovering near him still 
Wove the light web of beauty round his home I 
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THE LOVER'S WELCOME. 

Mine own, my lovely one ! the welcome soimd 

Of thy light footstep greeted me afar, 

And now the gentle breathmgs of thy voice 

Fall on mine ear sweeter than the sweet sounds 

Of thrilling music. Meta, all mine own I 

Oh, come and lay thy soft hand on my brow, 

And calm its throbbing — ^look into mine eyes 

With thine of holy light ! the beaming love 

That streams from them shall make my soul grow bright 

With its reflected radiance. Lay mine head 

Upon thy bosom — and then speak, oh speak ! 

I love thee I 

Holy and blessed words ! how I have longed 
To hear thee utter them ! May he who gave 
To thy bright eye its^ beauty, to thy lips 
Their rosy bloom and freshness, to thy heart 
Its touching tenderness, oh, may he still 
Keep it most pure, and undefiled, and true ! 
But I am wearied, sweet ; here let me rest. 
Thy hand still clasping mine, thy gentle face 
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Still bending o'er me. I will read thine eyes, * 
And catch their radiant meaning, while thy thoughts 
Are imaged in those mirrors bright and clear ! 
Breathe once again thy voice of melody. 
And let it speak of love ! 

Pure as yon shining orb that beams above, 
Deeper and clearer than the lucid stream 
That glides beside our path — ^boundless and bright 
As the encircling heavens, my love for thee ! 
Yes, I will watch thy rest ; thy head is laid 
Upon a faithful heart — 

And wilt thou sing to me the favourite air 
Which in past days thy dear voice warbled low, 
When in thy childhood's purity thou dwelt, 
A star of home that shed its light and love. 
Ere thought of passion, ere the shade of fear. 
Was cast upon the Eden of thy heart I 

(Mbta sings) 

Oh light blew the Zephyr, 

And soft fell the beam 

Of the moon, as it shone 

On the silvery stream — 
The glittering stars in the firmament bright. 
Were full of the language of eloquent Night ! 
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I looked on the waters, 

I looked on the sky ; 

I loved their sweet silence, 

The star's gentle eye — 
But I thought that my home and its love were as 

bright 
As the beautiful moon in the eloquent Night. 

And what now is fairer 

To me than the stars? 

And what is more soothing 

Than evening airs ? 
'Tis thy smile, that more eloquent, welcome, and 

bright, 
Is dearer to me than the beautiful Night I 

Thy breathings are purer 

Than Evening's sighs I 

Thy glances are softer 

Than its starry eyes— 
Thy words are more tender and gentle and bright 
Than all the wild wooings of eloquent Night ! 
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THE YELLOW ROSE. 

Ah I while thine eye gazed on that relic dear, 
The gift of one who dwells no longer here ; 
And while thy gentle hand with skilful care 
Gave to its leafless form the balmy air, 
Then sure, thy thoughts, true to Affection's spring, 
Flew heaven-directed, on fond Memory's wing 
Back to those days when by thy side he trod, 
He who now walks the Paradise of God ; 
Whose hand bestowed upon his happy child 
The beauteous flower that in his presence smiled. 
The birthday offering 1 Mother, guard that tree. 
The gift of one so loved, so blest, to me. 
Let no rude hand profane its sacred flowers, 
When summer beams among her radiant bowers ; 
And when the winter winds breathe round it chill, 
Oh let thy tender care protect it still ! 
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NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

The closing year I — how swift hath seemed its flight I 

Its chequered scenes, its gleams of fleeting light ! 

How solemnly is breathed its last farewell, 

By midnight winds that toll its funeral knell 1 

How strangely mingled are the thoughts that rise 

And fill the throbbing heart, and dim the eyes. 

As Memory, glancing o'er each vanished hour, 

Restores the buried past with magic power^ 

Recals the days of happiness that fled. 

And blooming hopes, now numbered with the dead ; 

And weeping, pauses o'er the sunny spot 

Of transient joy, that blest our earthly lot, 

And sees with vision clear the forms we love, 

The parted friends on earth, the lost above, — 

All stand before us in a bright array, 

Like happy dreams before they melt away. 

And cold reality with sudden start, 

Awakes from shadowy bliss the .aching heart I 

The year is closing I in the book of Life 
Appears the record of .the spirit's strife 
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With sin and woe ; that blotted page is gone 

To meet our gaze at the eternal throne. 

When each lost hour its dread reproach shall bear, 

And Conscience from the soul its veil shall tear, 

Revealing to its roused and startled eye 

The fabric of its false security I 

Oh in this solemn hour the voice of prayer 

Should rise to heaven, and seek an entrance there ; 

A voice of mourning, lifted to the skies 

And wafted thither on repentant sighs ; 

A voice of supplication, for His love 

To guide us onward to our home above ; 

A voice of gratitude for blessings given, 

For all the joys of earth, the hopes of heaven, 

Those glorious hopes 1 which light this vale of tears, 

And gild with beauty all our closing years. 

Like the sun's radiance as the day declines, 

Tinging the sombre cloud with golden lines. 

Why should we weep ? though Memory's touch revive 
The faded Past, and bid it bloom and live, 
Hope still is ours ! — and wings her eager flight 
Guided by Faith and Love, to realms of light ; 
With angel whispers and celestial smiles 
Conquers our trembling fears, our way beguiles ; 
In every sorrow bids us look on high. 
And wait the peace of Immortality. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MY FATHER. 

My blessed Father 1 in the midnight hour 
And the deep cahn of slumber, thy loved form 
In all its shadowy beauty meets mine eye, 
And speaks to me in accents as of old, 
That bring me home again to thy dear side. 
Oh thus I've seen thee ; and a hope serene. 
Pure as thine own pure spirit, tells me then 
That thou art happy, and that 'mid thy bliss 
Thine own dear child, whose joy it was awhile 
To cheer thy earthly path, is unforgot I — 
And in the day I see thee — Memory then, 
" Distinct yet distant," calls up blessed years 
Of infancy and early youth, when we 
Together dwelt, in the calm love that knits 
The heart .of parent and of child in one I 
And yet I would not bring thee back to tread 
That mingled path of sunshine, tears, and smiles ; 
I think with joy that all is o'er with thee. 
Save the immortal future, and that now 
Sorrow, and Pain, and Death no more can hold 
Their dark dominion o'er thy mortal frame. 
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I SAW thee kneel beside the couch of death. 
Where lay that form beloved so mute and mild ; 
The setting sunlight, and the gentle breath 
Of evening, stole around the dyiag child. 

And thou, most angel-like, from whose dark eye 
The trembling tear of Love unheeded fell, 
Wert as a spirit missioned from the sky. 
Of holy hope and tranquil peace to tell. 

And blest was he, whose suffering life on earth 
Was brightened by thy tender care and love 1 
Waiting around him at his heavenly birth. 
Forms such as thine will meet his gaze above* 

He turned to thee — ^his feeble hand sought thine, 
A gentle sigh broke from the fluttering breast ; 
He closed that eye whose light had ceased to shine, 
The soul departed to its home of rest I 

In that hushed moment, o'er the harp he loVed 
The night-winds swept a chord so soft and wild. 
It spoke of angels' joy o'er one removed 
To heaven, ere passion wept, or sin defiled 1 
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AUTUMN. 

The leaves are falling ! 
And through the dim and misty autumn air. 
Flitting unseen among the branches bare. 

The birds are calling I 

In their sweet singing 
We catch the mournful cadence of farewell. 
And o'er our hearts a sad and mystic spell 

Its gloom is flinging I 

The bright flowers stooping 
To weep amid the leaves on stem and spray. 
For lost companions of the summer day. 

In grief are drooping I 

Yes, they are weeping ! 
And from our eyes the tears are falling too ; 
Beneath a blight colder than autumn dew 

Our hopes are sleeping ! 
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MORNING. 

Thb morning breaks ! with trembling ray 
The early sunbeams greet the day, 
On every glittering leaf and flower 
The dewdrops rest, — a diamond shower. 

The morning breaks I the radiant sky 
Hath chased away the night's cold sigh. 
And from above a living beam 
Of Ught is poured o'er hiU and stream. 

Mom comes to all — with joy to those 
To whom Night jdelded no repose ; 
Who on the sleepless couch in vain 
Have sought reUef from toil and pain ; 

With joy to those from whose young hearts. 
The light of gladness ne'er departs ; 
Over whose pathway bright Hope flings 
Treasures from her unwearied wings ; 
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With joy for those who wake to hear 
New words of love in accents dear, 
Who dwell beneath Affection's ^ye, 
Blest in its truth and constancy. 

Mom comes I — ^with woe to those whose sleep 
But takes away the power to weep ; 
Over whom Night in dreams hath cast 
The golden memory of the Past : 

From whom earth's dearest joy has fled, 
Whose loved are numbered with the dead. 
For whom is loosed the silver cord, 
And hushed for aye the tender word ! 

And thus the earthly mornings come. 
With tears, and smiles, and chequered bloom ; 
And fade away, as life will fade. 
The brightness followed by the shade. 

There is a morning yet to come ! 
'Twill dawn upon the heavenly home. 
The blessed realms of Faith and Prayer: 
Oh may it dawn upon us there ! 
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TO MY BROTHER IN ILLNESS. 

My brother I as I gaze upon thy face 

That beamed so late with happy smiles and love, 

I weep to see the change ! — the love is there 

That ever smiled on me, but the bright hope. 

The laughing gladness of thy soul is gone I 

I look on thee and pray — Oh my beloved ! 

Thou wilt not leave me I for our God will guard 

And watch thy precious life, — to Him I give, 

Knowing that tie will keep thee, and I place 

With faith that bows, yet trembles, all my trust 

On that sure Rock of Ages, who afflicts 

To bring unto himself the rebel heart ! 

Upon my knees before the throne of grace, 

I supplicate his tender mercy still. 

My brother dear I Oh I do love thee so. 

That all the world, the sky, the earth, the air. 

Look fairer when thou smil'st, that all my hopes 

Brighten, when thou art bright, gi'ow dim, when thou 

Art clouded by a pain, or grief, or care. — 
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Thou wilt not leave me ! sure thou wilt not go 
Before me, to the Spirit Land of light I 
My hand-in-hand companion, early friend, 
Dear sharer of my sweetest memories 1 
And yet / could not keep thee — mortal loVe 
Hath not a power to save. Be calm, my heart ! 
Wait the decree of Him who knows thy prayer. 
And answers or denies. He gave thee aU, 
And if He takes away, still bless His name ! 
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THE MEETING OF HERO AND LEANDER. 

(Hero watching from the Tower). 

Ye stars of heaven I 
That pierce the shades of night. 

Gleam on, gleam on, 
With ray more purely bright I 
Shine o'er the crystal waves, illume the deep. 
O'er my beloved one now your vigils keep I 

And thou, O moon I 
Queen of the darkened sky. 

Upon the flood below 
Look down with pitjdng eye I 
Mild goddess I fling upon the cold blue stream 
The tender radiance of thy silver beam* 

Blaze on, wild torch ! 
Unto my beating heart 

Thou seemest dim. 
All lurid as thou art. 
There is a flame within my heaving breast 
That shall be bright when thou hast sunk to rest. 
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Behold, behold ! 
I see an angel's form 
Borne on the winds, 
He comes to calm the storm. 
It is the God of Love ! on glittering wing 
He hastes, Leander to my arms to bring I 

Thus spoke young Hero. By the rolling flood. 
Beneath the torch-light's fitful glare she stood ; 
Her gaze now on the waves with straining eye. 
Now raised imploring to the frowning sky ; 
Her dark locks lifted by the night's chill air, 
Her white hands clasped in deep, unspoken prayer. 
To the bright goddess, at whose temple-shrine 
She, fairest of the train, was wont to shine. 
She trembled not, nor heaved one anxious sigh, 
Love nerved her heart, and filled her beaming eye : 
Beloved of him, she scorned each coward fear^ 
Unshrinking now the dashing sea could hear ; 
And its dark waters, as they proudly roll, 
Touch not the empire of her dauntless soul. 
She knew the Ught which in her spirit shone. 
Would trace his pathless way, and guide hini on ; 
That Love, victorious over wind and wave. 
Impelled him onward, and at. last would save. 
Ah, gentle maiden I o'er the future hours 
Young Hope and Joy had thrown their magic flowers 
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But to beguile thee, Death and cold Despair 
Were lurking 'mid the bloom and beauty there ! 
The present fills her soul — she sees him now 
Raise from the foaming tide his manly brow, 
Panting and weary, yet with eager pride, 
Dash with strong arm the baffled floods aside 
And spring to meet her. In that dear embrace 
Soul has rushed forth to soul, and time and space. 
Once dreary, are forgot. But hush I be still 1 
Silence alone could that blest moment fill I 
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LOVE AWAKING PSYCHE. 

Thou god of sleep ! and ye his ministers. 

Invisible attendants on repose, 

Ye shadowy Dreams, fly hence ; and keep no more 

The soul-filled eyes of Psyche from my own ! 

The smile that lightens o'er the sweet serene 

Of that most beauteous face, speaks of glad thought 

That hovers o'er the soul in visions fair. 

She dreams of love ! but are those happy dreams 

More blest than dear reality ? Awake, 

Awake, my angel Psyche I morning dawns ! 

Behold the young and radiant Hours 
On bright and rapid pinions fly ; 
And fling abroad the fragrant flowers. 
And smile upon thee from the sky I 

And now on clouds of roseate hue, 
They come with light and graceful tread ; 
And far within yon vault of blue. 
The golden rays of Phcebus spread. 
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His chariot waits, to bear him on 
Triumphant on his glorious way ; 
Until his beaming course be won, 
And night has met the kiss of day. 

With flowing mane and arching neck, 
I see the glittering steeds appear. 
Led by the Hours, who lightly deck 
The coursers for their glad career. 

Impatient of the gentle rein 
That curbs awhile their proud delight, 
With fiery eye, and swelling vein, 
They seem to scorn restraint so light. 

And now they mount the orient sky, 
And all the emerald earth below 
Is touched by golden beams, that fly 
O'er hill, and vale, and mountain brow. 

Then come, my love, and range with me 
O'er sparkling fields of light and bloom : 
Yet linger — while I twine for thee 
A rosy wreath of rich perfume. 

And crown thee mine — Love's peerless bride. 

The angel spirit of my dreams ; 

For ever smiling by my side. 

And clothed in beauty's brightest beams I 
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TO THE GUERNSEY LILY. 

« 

Lovely young flower, in radiant colours drest, 
Of graceful form, arrayed in crimson vest ; 
Oh say, from whence were caught those tints of thine. 
The golden hues which in thy petals shine ? 
Was it an evening cloud of gorgeous dye, 
When sunset gleamed along the western sky, 
Looking with eye of love on things below, 
Which gave to thee that rich and burnished glow ; 
Or was it from the summer sun's bright ray. 
Gleaming upon thee in the fair noonday ? 
Thou canst not tell us I Thou canst only raise 
With unheard voice a hymn of holy praise, 
And bid the eyes that wondering gaze on thee. 
Behold the Power that bade thee bloom and be. 
Most sweetly are those silent lessons taught. 
With many a word of love and wisdom fraught. 
That tell us of the ever watchful care 
Floatmg around us on the unseen air ; 
Of Him who " clothes the lilies of the field," • 
That up to heaven their fragrant incense yield ; 
Who guides the bird along its trackless way. 
To sunny climes and regions bright and gay. 
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Where no rude storms assail its fragile nest, 
Ruffling the plumage of its downy breast ; 
Who bids the butterfly her airy flight 
Pursue, from the dark earth to fields of light ; 
Who guides the planets in their destined course, 
And rolls the river from its hidden source ; 
Who gives to man the joys and hopes of life, 
And guards him in its perils and its strife. 
And forms for him Affection's blessed home. 
Where smiling Love and trusting Friendship come. 
Gilding with beauty even the anxious Care 
That finds, with stealthy step, an entrance there ; 
Whose mercy shines upon the poor man's cot, 
Lightening the burdens of his lowly lot ; 
To whose high praise all Nature lifts her voice. 
And bids her children in his smile rejoice ; 
And calls on man, who careless treads along 
Her pleasant paths, to join the holy song ! 

Sweet flower ! I thank thee ; thou hast bid arise 
Thought, that on wing of meek devotion flies 
From thee to heaven. Thus, in the things of earth. 
The pure emotions of the soul have birth ; 
And Beauty, that enchains th' admiring eye. 
Bears for our hearts a message from the sky I 
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TO ******* ***inf*** ox THE DEATH 

OF HIS WIFE. 

My friend beloved ! if to thy bitter grief 

Such prayers and tears as mine could bring relief; 

Could words of deepest sympathy impart 

One ray of comfort to thy lonely heart ; 

Oh, I would weep and pray ! and seek to pour 

Affection's tribute o'er this trying hour. 

I know it were in vain I for woe like thine, 
Silent and sacred, seeks a holier shrine 
At which to shed the tear, and breathe the sigh. 
And lift to heaven the sad, yet seeking eye. 
Than all that earthly friendship offers thee. 
Tender and anxious though its offering be. 

For she is gone ! departed from thy side, 

The faithful friend, and the once blooming bride. 

And cherished wife, whose love was all thine own ; 

Who reigned supreme upon thy bosom's throne — 

Who realized awhile thy dreams of bliss. 

As though a brighter world had dawned in this. 
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Ah who shall praise her ? who with daring hand 
Shall paint that quiet grace, that mild command, 
That beaming eye, that pure and lovely brow, 
On which a wreath of glory shineth now ? 
Who shall describe the never-failing calm 
That shed around that mind its softest charm ? 

None can portray her ! it was thine to know 
How fair and excellent her life below ; 
Oh then how blest must be her home above, 
Where all is happiness, and light, and love ! 
Unblighted by the withering hand of time. 
She passed away into that purer clime. 

And thou hast comfort, for thy memory 

Hath many a blessed thought in store for thee ; 

Thy hand had reared for her joy's radiant bowers. 

Thy dear affection soothed her latest hours ; 

Her weary head upon thy tender breast 

In confidence serene was laid to rest. 

And now, thy guardian angel, safe above. 
She watches o'er thee with undying love ; 
And bids thee weep not o'er her early doom. 
But fix thy steadfast gaze beyond the tomb ; 
Where she awaits thee, 'mid the glorious band 
Of bright immortals in that better land. 
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THE FAIRY GIFT. 



• 



I AM come from the land 
Where the bright heather grows, 
Where the cool breeze is wafting 
The scent from the rose ; 
I bear a fair token that never shall fade, 
But bloom everlasting in sunshine or shade. 

My light wings are laden 

With glittering dew, 

Shed o'er me by Memory 

And Hope as I flew ; 
They scented the flowery treasure I bring, 
And gave it the beauty and brilliance of spring. 

For Memory bid it 

Recal the past hours. 

And Hope told it gaily 

To bloom in her bowers ; 
And Joy bade me welcome, and threw a bright smile 
Of sunshine around me, the way to beguile I 
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And wilt thou tell me not, sweet silvery voice ! 

Whose was the kindly heart that bid thee come. 

And on thy airy flight commissioned thee 

With gift so gay ? Yes 1 there are some, I ween, 

Though absent, unforgetting 1 Ere thou speak'st. 

Already have I guessed the hidden name 

Of one who bade thee speed upon fliy way. 

Spirit, now hie thee home ! and would that I 

Could burden thee again with aught so fair ; 

Yet take upon thy light unerring wing, 

A grateful tribute, and around thy path 

Gather blest influences, bright as those 

That cheered thee hither. And when thou hast gained 

Thine own dear land again, seek out the one 

From whom thou cam'st, and there, some peaceful 

hour. 
Lay down the burden I impose on thee. 



102 



TO MY MOTHER^S PEARL RING. 

Long years have passed, bright gem ! since thou hast 

decked 
The fairy finger of the youthful bride, 
The fairest of the fair, who meekly stood, 
With honoured and beloved ones by her side ; 
And freely gave her maiden hand away. 
In faith and trusting love, that marriage day ! 

True as the chaste and changeless pearls that shine 

Within thy golden circlet's firm embrace. 

So duty and affection ever held 

Within that faithful heart their constant place ; 

And pure as their mild ray, the light that now 

Reposes on her calm, unclouded brow. 

Unclouded still, although bright youth has fled. 
And joy been treacherous in the passing years ; 
Though grief has paled the cheek, and the dear eye 
Has hid its brightness in a veil of tears, 
Still on that brow there sits the light of thought ; 
And peace and hope she hath not vainly sought. 
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Yes, I behold her now I (and lovelier far 
Than the young bride in all her rosy -bloom), 
An angel spirit, clothed in fragile robes 
Of weak mortality, in earthly home ; 
Yet breathing the calm air of heaven above. 
By the unshaken power of faith and love. 

Oh blessed and beloved one ! though, we guard 
With love-taught care thy frail and precious Ufe, 
Our God hath marked thee for his own, and thou 
Wilt go to him beyond this world of strife. 
To dwell in the bright land for which thy soul 
Hath longed, and prayed for, as its destined goal. 

It pants to reach its native skies, yet " stands 
And waits," to hear the voice that bids it come. 
With seraph wings plumed for their heavenward flight. 
And gaze uplifted to the spirit's home ; 
Lingering with the beloved on earth awhile. 
And whispering comfort with serenest smile ! 
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THE STUDIO. 

There is a spot where Fancy loves to dwell, 
Where Beauty wears her most enchanting smile, 
Where Art has imaged Nature's fairest forms, 
And Genius clothed them with a light divine. 
There is a mind that pours this beauty forth 
From the bright fountain of its lovely thoughts. 
Which flow melodious o'er the golden sands 
Of Poesy, and ever linger there 1 
Thine is the mind, and thine the perfect hand 
That clothes with soft delight this calm retreat; 
Thine is the gentle voice within its walls. 
And thine the quiet footstep echoing there. 
Gibson ! ah, when in distant lands I hear 
Thy honoured name, sweet visions then shall rise 
Before my mental sight, and I shall stand 
Once more beside thee, and again shall see 
The fair creations gi-ow beneath thine eye 
And when the voice of Fame is echoing far 
Thy praises to the world's admiring throng. 
Then silently my thoughts will turn to thee, 
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And dwell on hours for ever unforgot I 
Soon must I say farewell ! soon must I leave 
This dear and pleasant haunt I no more my eye 
Will rest delighted each retimiing day, 
On the pure radiant forms that seem to breathe 
In the transparent marble. Fare ye well, 
Ye loved enchantments I Angel whisperings 
From your sweet lips have touched the inmost 

chord 
That thrills to beauty in my wakened soul I 
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TO MUSIC. 

Music, enchanting influence I thy strains 

Triumphant or sublime, or sweet, or sad. 

Fall on th' attentive ear and on the heart 

With magic power —we hail thy soft control. 

We gladly meet thee in thy varied forms. 

Thine eloquence in each disguise the same I 

Yes I there is music borne upon the air, 

Floating around us ever I In the sounds 

That vibrate through Creation's vast expanse. 

Music breathes forth her native melodies ; 

From the " kind voice of streams" that onward flow 

Deep and serene along their level bed. 

And from the rush of mighty waterfalls. 

And from the pealing thunder heard afar ; 

From the sweet song of birds, and from the winds 

That wild and free sweep through the trackless air, 

We catch thy notes of harmony and power. 

And love thee, Music I for oft-times thy voice 

Stirs deep emotion, and awakes the soul 

To recollections fond. — The starting tear 

Of Memory trembles in the melting eye. 
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And by thy healing power is soothed to peace, 

And gently in a tranquil sadness falls I 

Yes, thy soft tones speak of the hours long fled 

When happy faces beamed into our own, 

And the clear melody of loving hearts 

Was answering to the music as it fell. 

The Past, the Past I oh with what mournful truth. 

Recalled by thee, its visioned beauty smiles ! 

And we are careless of the present hoiu's, 

Until thy gayer strains awake again 

The thoughtful spirit from its transient dream. 

To songs of revelry — the graceful form 

And fairy foot of Beauty move along, 

Obedient to thy gay light-hearted airs. 

And glance along th' illumined halls of mirth, 

While brightness sparkles from the brow of youth. 

And Love and Pleasure lead the winding dance. 

There is a music sweeter than all sounds, 

By skilful Art combined. It gently steals 

" Into the bosom of Affection," there 

Finding its echo in the kind reply 

Of kindred hearts. We hail that melody 

Dearest of all I It is the voice we love. 

The blessed sound that cheers the household hearth. 

That bids the sweet " good night," and gives the morn 

New joy when greeting from a dear one's lip 

Welcomes the coming day ; and when afar 
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From those we fondly love, how frequent falls 
Upon the guardian memory each word 
And gentle whisper, sounding gentler still I 
The voices of the absent and the dead I — 
They haunt us in the calm and solemn night, 
They breathe aroimd us on the summer air, 
And speak of peace amid the shades of grief. 
Mysterious Music I be thy tender strains 
For ever closer to the ear of Love, 
For Love alone thy mingled tones can hear, 
To Love alone thy melody is dear ! 
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SONG. 

The gay birds are carolling 

'Mid their bright bowers ; 

Spring Cometh on 

With her sunshine and showers ! 

Come then to me, my love, 

Come and beguile 

Sorrow away 

With the light of thy smile ! 

Tell me of fairy land 
Where the light breeze. 
Whispering murmurs 
Its love to the trees, 
I'll wander with thee, love, 
Through the bright scene. 
Where in the moonlight 
Thy fancy hath been ! 
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Show me the lily-cup 
Spotless and meek, 
As the pure thought that glows 
In the blush on thy cheek ; 
Show me the roses, 
Though lovelier far 
The beautiful rose 
That is trembling there I 

Away then to fairy land I 
Tell not of grief. 
Where sunshine is ever 
On flower and leaf. 
Away then to fairy land, 
To the bright scene. 
Where in the moonlight 
Thy fancy hath* been ! 
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SONG FROM THE riALP AN. 

Oh tell me why, when far from thee 

My spirit is not glad, 
And sighs that rend my weeping heart 

Compel me to be sad ? 

And tell me why, when near to thee 
My heaving breast is stilled, 

And with a pure celestial joy. 
My trembling soul is fiUed ? 

Why, when my eyes are closed in sleep 

Does one like thee appear, 
And seems to stand befoi^ me then 

Thine image, ever dear ? 

Why does no other beauty seem 

So beautiful to me. 
Ah tell me why my every thought 

Is given alone to thee ? 
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FROM THE GERMAN OF KORNER. 

I DREAMT that on illumined heights I saw 
A maiden walking in the early day ; 
Her smile so sweet, like thine alone it was, 
Whilst o'er her lovely face it seemed to play : 
Before her knelt a youth, and to his breast 
He softly drew her, and caressing, press'd — 

And that was 1 1 

A change came o'er my dream.' I saw the Fair 
Now struggling with the wild and fearful wave ; 
I saw her failing strength, I heard her sigh ! 
Then forth there came a youth, and prompt to save 
Towards the mad billows eagerly he flew, 
And her bright form from their embrace withdrew — 

And that was I ! 

And thus my dream with many a varied tint, 
In light and shade alternate seemed to flit ; 
Around thee still its visioned fancy turned. 
And Love his fairy torch triumphant lit. 
Onward thou led'st the way, with motion free 
And faithfully the youth still followed thee — 

And still 'twas I ! 
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And when at length I woke, the coming day 
Brought still new longing to my wishful heart ; 
Thy beauteous image rested with me then, 
I pictured thee as mine, no more to part ; 
I saw thine eyes beam with the light of love 
On him, the youth, who fain his truth would prove- 

And that was I ! 

Yes, I have met thee in the path of life, 

I marked thy lovely mind, ihy gentle air ; 

On me thy smile has shone, and from that hour 

Thou led'st me captive, and enchained me there ; 

Oh hast thou seen a youth with raptured sight, 

Gazing upon thee with a fond delight ? — 

For that was I ! 

The love of thee has been that leading power 
That drew me upwards to a higher life ; 
The hopes inspired by thee have conquered aH 
The weary conflicts of each worldly strife. 
Ah 1 if thy virgin heart be ever given 
To aught that dwells beneath its kindred heaven, 

May it be mine ! 
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FROM THE GERMAN OF KORNER. 

The morning came with rosy wing, 

And waked me from my quiet rest, 

And Inspiration floated down 

Upon me, from her airy nest ; 

I sung of an ideal form, 

A vision bright, and soft, and warm— 

And it was Thee 1 

And soon the hot sun threw his glare 
Around me in the heat of day ; 
Then rose my soul in lofty hopes. 
And upward took its ardent way. 
To find the goal for which it burned, 
To which its every effort turned — 

And it was Thee ! 

And when the dews of evening fell 
In coolness o'er earth's sultry bed. 
An image clothed in misty form 
Hovered around with airy tread, 
A glancing image, light and free. 
With fairy footstep came to me — 

And it was thine ! 
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When night rose darkly from the sea, 

And lured me to a calm repose, 

Oh then how sweet those dreams of mine, 

That soft upon my spirit rose ! 

Cradled in lovely arms I lie, 

On Beauty's snowy bosom sigh — 

And it was thine ! 

And then the radiant vision fled. 

The world of dreams closed on my sight ; 

Yet ah ! I wake to joy, and now 

I breathe the air of love and light. 

And sing, while soft thy heavenly kiss 

Calls me to rapture and to bliss, 

Thou — thou art mine I 
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LINES WRTITEN DURING A THUNDER 

STORM. 

Almighty God 1 whose arm of power 

Is o'er us in this awful hour, 

While mighty thunders round us ring, 

And Ughtning flies on rapid wing ; 

To ihee, who sendest storm and shower, 

To thee we trust, Almighty Power ! 

While startled Nature, still and calm, 
Pauses awhile in dread alarm. 
And all things wait with trembling fear. 
We fpel thy hand to save is near ; 
And o'er our absent ones, we know 
Thy guardian wings their shelter throw. 

Now all is still — a sunny beam 
Smiles 'mid the hghtning's lurid gleam ; 
Now, dark and deep the thunders roll. 
Striking with awe the inmost soul ; 
And now the skies their torrents pour 
Of grateful rain, in sparkling shower. 
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The storm is o'er — the freshened air 
Is calm, and all is doubly fair — 
The Ahnighty calls his thunders home, 
To rest within their viewless dome. 
His voice the vaulted heavens can fill, 
All Nature hears it — " Peace, be still !" 
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MORNING HYMN. 

Almighty Father ! through the shades of night 
Thy Holy Spirit shed its rays of light ; 
Thy love and care around us evermore 
Unnumbered benefits unceasing pour ! 

Thy glorious works in rich profusion shine, 
The Earth, the Skies, proclaim ihy power divine ; 
And Nature, clothed in beauty, owns thy hand, 
And yields obedience to thy great command. 

To thee she rears her temples — to her God, 
Bright Nature kneels upon her flowery sod ; 
With sacred praise her voice melodious fiUs, 
The far green valleys and the echoing hills. 

As each new day her soft awaking brings, 
And wafts fresh fragrance from her glittering wings ; 
That breath of incense, morning's balmy sigh. 
Ascends to heaven upon the rosy sky. 
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And shall the human heart, O God ! which thou 
Hast blest with power to know thee, linger now ? 
Shall we, who bear thy glorious image, fail 
Thy love to cherish and thy power to hail ? 

Oh grant us, more and more, thy heavenly grace, 
That — with unfaltering steps, our feet may trace 
The illumined paths that lead us on to Thee, 
Through time and death, imto Eternity. 

Then may we cast away each trembling fear, 
And trust to Thee all that our souls hold dear ; 
Thy love and care on us and ours will pour 
Unnumbered benefits for evermore 1 
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EVENING HYMN. 

The day is o'er, and God hath blest 
The evening hour of tranquil rest ; 
Then let our souls a tribute raise, 
Of holy joy and grateful praise. 

Of joy, for he, our God hath given 
To earth some lingering tints of heaven ; 
Some beauty and some love, to bless 
Our fleeting years with happiness. 

Yon star, which from its heaven of blue 
Shines o'er us now so pure and true ; 
Tells of the love that cannot die. 
That beameth ever from on high 1 

O'er Bethlehem's plains the evening star 
Shone with its steady gleam afar ; 
And Angels, on the holy air. 
Proclaimed the infant Jesus there. 
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We hear not now the glorious song 
Which rolled those sapphire vaults along ; 
The star no longer guides to Him, 
The subject of that sacred hymn : 

But the same Spirit breathes around, 
And in our hearts the holy sound 
Of Angels' voices seems to speak. 
And bid us still the Saviour seek ! 



THE END. 
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